I ARRIVED in St Gatien from Nice on Tuesday., the i4th
of August. I was arrested at 1145' a.m. on Thursday, the
16th, by an agent de police and an inspector in plain
clothes and taken to the Commissariat

For several kilometres on the way from Toulon to La
Ciotat the railway runs very near to the coast. As 'the train
rashes between the innumerable short tunnels through
which this section of the line has been built, you catch
quick glimpses of the sea below, daz^lingly blue, of red
rocks, of white houses among pine woods. It is as if you
were watching a magic-lantern show with highly coloured
slides and an impatient operator. The eye has no time to
absorb details. Even if you know of St Gatien and are
looking for it, you can see nothing of it but the bright
red roof and the pale yellow stucco walls of the Hotel de
la Reserve.

The hotel stands on the highest point of the headland
and the terrace runs along the south side of the building.
Beyond the terrace there is a sheer drop of about fifteen
metres. The branches of pines growing below brush the
pillars of the balustrade. But farther out towards the point
the level rises again. There are gashes of red rock in the
dry green scrub. A few windswept tamarisks wave their
tortured branches in silhouette against the intense ultra-
marine blue of the sea. Occasionally a white cloud of spray
starts up from the rocks below.